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Here, in a dusky vale where Lethe rolls.
Old Bavius sits, to dip poetic souls,
And blunt the sense, and fit it for a skull
Of solid proof impenetrably dull:
Instant, when dipped, away they wing their flight,
Where Brown and Hears unbar the gates of light,
Demand new bodies, and in calf's array
Rush to the world, impatient for the day.
Millions and millions on these banks he views,
Thick as the stars of night or morning dews,
As thick as bees o'er vernal blossoms fly,
As thick as eggs at Ward in pillory.
Wondering he gazed : when lo ! a sage appears,
By his broad shoulders known, and length of ears,
Known by the band and suit which Settle wore
(His only suit) for twice three years before :
All as the vest, appeared the wearer's frame,
Old in new state, another, yet the same.
Bland and familiar as in life, begun
Thus the great father to the greater son.
" Ob, born to see what none can see awake !
Behold the wonders of th' oblivious lake,
Thou, yet unborn, hast touched this sacred shore;
The hand of Bavius drenched thee o'er and o'er.
But blind to former, as to future fate,
What mortal knows his pre-existent state ?
Who knows how long thy transmigrating soul
Might from Boeotian to Boeotian roll ?
How many Dutchmen she vouchsafed to thrid ?
How many stages through old monks she rid ?